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BACK ISSUES 
2 to 7 only - sorry, issue 1 soid out. 
$2.95 US £1.80 UK £2.50 Europe 
Prices per single copy. US orders 
please add $1.50 US to the total to 
cover postage. All cheques payable to 
Paul Grist. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS 
6 issues. Please say which issue you 
want your subscription to begin with, 
$24.00 US £10.80 UK £15.00 Europe. 
Prices include postage. All cheques 
payable to Paul Grist. 


ORIGINAL ART FOR SALE 
Single pages of the original black and 
white art for Jack Staff are available at 
£50 UK, $85 US each. Prices include 
postage. Please list alternatives in case 
your original choice has gone, or 
contact me via e-mail if you want to 
check and/or reserve a page. All 
cheques payable to Paul Grist. 


COMING SOON 
Jack Staff book 1: Yesterday's Heroes, 
collecting Jack Staff issues 1 to 4. 
$15.95 US £8.95 UK. Order your 
copy now! 


Dancing Elephant Press 
P.O. Box 104 
HIGHBRIDGE 
TA9 4WD 
ENGLAND 


Danceleph@aol.com 


Dancing Elephant Press on the move! 


Please address all post, subscriptions and orders to the 
new address of Dancing Elephant Press, P.O. Box 104, 
Highbridge, TA9 4WD. |'ll still be picking up post from the 
Wells P.O. Box, so don't worry if you've sent something off 
and not had a reply, it may just take longer to be dealt 
with. 


FLAG WAVING 


| knew my days in Wells were numbered on a balmy 
autumn afternoon at the end of November 2000 when | 
received a Notice to Quit from the Landlord. | knew it 
was time to do something about it about a year later 
when a woman knocked on the studio door and asked "Is 
this the Old Laundry on Alfred Street?" 


"Yes?" 


"Is this the place that has applied for planning permission 
for demolition?" 


“| don’t know about that, I'm just renting space." 


“That's okay, if this is the Old Laundry, then it's the 
place!" 


| can take a hint. Once this issue is off at the printers | 
pack my bags and boxes and move to a new Studio 
Garret, this time with a Seaside View - if | lean through 
the window and look between the chimney pots. 


No letters page this issue, unfortunately this issue snuck 
onto the inside back cover and pushed them out. It'll be 
back next issue, so please keep them coming. | know 
I've got a backlog of stuff | should have replied to (sorry) 
but | do appreciate your comments. 


A quick mention for the UK Comic Festival in Bristol 
which will be taking place over the weekend of June 1 - 2 
at the Commonwealth Museum in Bristol, which is just 
next to Bristol Temple Meads Rail Station. Lots and lots 
of guests - and I'll be there too - full details can be found 
at http.//comicfestival.co.uk. Whilst you're there you might 
want to vote in the National Comic Awards which will be 
presented over the Festival Weekend! 


This months recommended Comic Book is ‘Abe - Wrong 
for all the Right Reasons’ by Glenn Dakin, published by 
Top Shelf Productions. I've been a big fan of Glenn's 
work from his early days of Fast Fiction and Escape and 
this book collects some of his finest comic strip work. 


And finally, if anyone knows S J Greenslade (or indeed, 
of you are S.J Greenslade) from Wales, please get in 
touch as you ordered some comics but forgot to include 
your address. 


That’s it. You can go now. 


“IN THE BEGINNING WAS THE WORD” 


ABOOK LENGTH G2 ADVENTURE! 


JACK STAFF 8, February 2002. Published by DANCING ELEPHANT PRESS, P.O. Box 104, Highbridge, TA? 
AWD, England. All contents copyright 2002 Paul Grist. The stories, characters and incidents mentioned in this 
magazine are entirely fictional. No part of this comic may be reproduced, except for review, without written 
permission from Paul Grist. Printed by YBE Business Forms, Rotherham. 
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The Bodybuilder 


Trevor Noone had a body that 
men envied and women desired. 
He knew that. He had read about 
it in the booklet that promised a 
New Body for all those who 
followed the strict diet and 
training regime that it detailed. 


It hadn't been easy. The raw 
materials that nature had dealt 
him had hardly been promising. 
A sickly child had grown into a 
sickly youth. Naturally shy and 
hesitant he became an easy target 
for the bullies, for those who 
could only prove their strength 
by picking on those smaller than 
themselves. Despite his timid 
nature he set to work with gusto. 


It took time, it took effort, and 
it took a great deal of steroids. 
But he built his body the way he 
wanted it to be 


Of course there were the 
headaches, the mood swings and 
violent outbursts, but those were 
a small price to pay. 


Yes, this was his body. His 
creation, his lifetimes work. No 
one could take that away from 
him. 
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3. MADE THE BUS IN SECONDS FLAT 


The Passenger 


Micky Dawson was one of lifes 
passengers, forever fated to wait 
for the late bus, or condemned to 
miss the early ones. But that was 
okay. Micky enjoyed being a 
passenger. It gave him time to 
think. To read. 


The book he was reading at the 
moment was The Jigsaw Man, by 
Iain M Angel. He'd followed 
Angels work since the early days 
and here was evidence that the 
comic medium could attract 
quality writers. Writers who 
could stand their own in the real 
book world. 


Still, Micky couldn't help feeling 
there was something lacking in 
Angels prose work. Maybe it 
was just the pictures. 


Micky felt the shift of weight 
on the seat as someone sat next to 
him. That was unexpected, he 
thought he was the only 
passenger on the bus. 


Turning his head he glanced 
out of the window at the dark city 
streets. There was something 
outside the bus. No, someone, a 
blur of colour, running towards 
the bus. 


And something else, he could 
see in the window 
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Transcript of interview with Iain M Angel at Dixon Street Police Station. 
Date: 19/4 Time: 21.05. 


Interview conducted by Detective Inspector Maveryk. Also present Detective 
Sergeant Nolan. 


DIMAVERYK: Alright, you know why you're here, don't you Mr Angel? 
ANGEL: No. 

D. 1. MAVERYK: Do you know Trevor Noone? 

ANGEL: No. 

D. 1. MAVERYK: Have you ever been to the Castle Gymnasium? 

ANGEL: No, look, what's this all about? 

D. 1. MAVERYK: I'm asking the questions Mr Angel. 

ANGEL: Well I'm not answering them unless you tell me why I'm being held 
here. 

D. 1. MAVERYK: This morning Trevor Noone was killed at the Castle Gym. 
ANGEL: Well I don't know anything about that. I got here last night. I've 
never been to Castletown before. The only reason I'm here now is because I'm 
doing a signing tour for my new book. 

D. 1. MAVERYK: That'll be the book about a serial killer who travels round 
the country and removing various body parts from each of his victims. 
ANGEL: The Jigsaw Man, right. 

D.Il. MAVERYK: Where were you on the 5“ of April? 

ANGEL: I don't know. I guess that was the first date of the tour. (Mr Angel 
removes a bookmark from his inside coat pocket and consults that) Newcastle. 
D. L MAVERYK: And on the 7"? 

ANGEL: Hull. 

D. L MAVERYK: And the 8"? 

ANGEL: Here's the bookmark, look for yourself. 

D. 1. MAVERYK: Would you be surprised to know that in each of these cities 
a murder was committed during the day that you were there? 

ANGEL: It's a dangerous world. 

D. 1. MAVERYK: And a body part was removed from each of the victims? 
ANGEL: So? What are you implying? 

D. I. MAVERYK: When we met you at the bookshop 

did you or did you not say 'I am the Jigsaw Man'? 

ANGEL: Now you're quoting me out of context there, you're twisting it. 

D.1L MAVERYK: What did you mean then Mr. Angel? 

ANGEL: I'm a writer. I just make things up. 

D. I. MAVERYK: So, you admit you're a liar then, how do I know you're not 
lying to me now? 


There is a knock at the door. Sergeant Stone enters the room 


D. I. MAVERYK: What? 
SGT. STONE: Sorry Sir, we need you outside, there's a bus. 


D. 1. MAVERYK leaves the room. Interview ends. 


Time: 21.20 
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The Detective 


Detective Inspector Maveryk 
looked at his watch. 


Ten Fifteen. He'd been 
working the Jigsaw Man case for 
almost ten hours now. He'd 
arrested a writer and Britain's 
Greatest Hero (for the second 
time that day), and he knew that 
he was still no nearer solving the 
case than he had been when he 
left the gym. The only 
consolation was that neither was 
Q. They hadn't even arrested 
anybody. They were just holed 
up in their broom cupboard of a 
basement office. 


Ten Sixteen. It was time to do 
something. 


"I'm going to get some chips" 
growled Maveryk. "You mind the 
shop Nolan". 


Detective Sergeant ‘Zipper’ 
Nolan picked up the copy of The 
Jigsaw Man that was on his desk. 
He looked at the inscription on 
the title page 'Best wishes Iain M 
Angel'. 


At least here was a chance to 
catch up on some reading in the 
name of research. He thumbed 
idly through the pages, his 
eyelids growing heavier as 
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END CHAPTER FOUR 


30 


\ 
a 
h 
ry 
i 


31 


YOU 
Must 
NOT 
EXIST/ 


q pages 


YOU KNOW 
WHOT AM, 
AND J-- 

f T.NEED 

0 


THERE'S 
A TURN 
UP FOR 
THE BOOK. 


IM SORRY i WHEN YOU 
MISTER. Y/ CAME 10 SEE 
. ME, 1 THOUGHT 
YOU WERE 


CAN 
SOMEONE 
TELL ME Jost 
WHAT THE 


IM SURE 


MORGAN 
WILL HAVE A 
CONVINCING 
EXPLANATION. 


WORRY. Y 4 DON'T 

DETECTIVE THINK WELL 

MAVERYK, HEAR FROM 
THE JIG 


